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Worse or Better? 


Author's Notes: 
*Hides behind bullet proof glass* | know, | know, it\'s het-fic. I've tried very hard not to fall into too many of 
the traps that come with the het territory but Nm only human 


Many thanks to Felice for being my beta and doing a wonderful job for her first time! 


Its weird when you see people change. Weird to actually see it happening. Especially when one minute, you can't 
get a drink out of their hands, then you can barely get a drink in their hands and the next you never even see 
them sober. It's.scary, sometimes. 

"C'mere." 


Here we go again 


"What is it Nikki?" 


"Just c'mere." 


l'm not quite sure why | always go when he asks; | guess | don't have a choice | think it's really what he pays 


me for. 
| lean around the kitchen doorframe, still decked out in apron and rubber gloves. 

"What?" 

"Come. Here.” 

There's more force in it now; Ive pissed him off - he's had to ask too many times 

With a small sigh | make my way across the room, beginning to peel the gloves from my hands as | do. 
‘Leave them" 

Oh God he's trying to be kinky. 

"What is it?" | ask when | reach him. 


He's sprawled on the two-seater; shirt spread open across his inked chest, beer in one hand while the other is 


hooked into the waistband of his leathers. 

Despite being off his face he does look as unashamedly gorgeous as always. There was a time, a good ten 
years ago, when | would have been mid-way through my second orgasm now and about to bring him off with 
me as | rode him hard. | have a feeling that's what he wants right now but, to my mind we left that part of 


our relationship in the nineties. 


In answer to my question he reaches up and tugs at the bow of my apron, frowning when it doesn't come 


undone. 

"Take it off," he demands gruffly. 

"No Nikki." 

That makes him sit up. He stares at me, those glinting, black-rimmed eyes burning with drunken anger. 
"Take. It. OFF" 


"Make me." 


Now that was just stupid. | have no idea why | said it. It was the combination of the stubborn, sick-of-his- 
attitude part of me and the weak-willed, sexually frustrated part of me that finds it nigh-on impossible not to 
jump him every night. 


With my invitation well and truly received | find myself, back against the wall, arms firmly held above my head 


while my apron is ripped from my waist. He'll be paying for a new one tomorrow. 


Another swift rip and my skirt joins the apron on the floor, followed quickly by one utterly ruined pair of 
cotton panties. He leaves the shirt intact as he proceeds to drop trou’ and thrust forward, entering me in one 


swift, harsh move. 


Against my better judgement | whimper and let my head fall back against the wall. Through heavy lidded eyes | 


can see this brings an evil smirk to his face. 


"Should've known you'd want it rough," he growls, right against my ear. "You always liked it that way; a quick 
fuck in the hall closet then back to work - wife and kids none the wiser." 


It's true, but it hurts. To be reminded that | was the Other Woman that ruined his first marriage whilst 
playing the humble and doting nanny to the rest of the world. | became the person | never wanted to be just 
because | couldn't resist the lure of Motley Crue's bassist. 


"Well you're in luck tonight sweetheart," there's nothing sweet in the words, "you can moan and scream to 
your hearts content - no need to smother this pretty little mouth." He grips my chin and rubs his thumb 
across my lips, smearing the thin layer of lipstick that still remained there. 


| hate myself for it but | follow his words and let a cry escape my lips as his thrusts start to brush that 


spot inside me that only he has ever really been able to find 
Another smirk creeps across his face. 
"That's it baby, | wanna hear you scream." 


He lets go of my chin and hitches my leg up around his waist. Now his thrusts go even deeper, and harder. 
And | scream. | scream, | cry, | moan, | twist in his iron grip on my wrists, dying to dig my fingers into those 


ink covered shoulders and push him away or pull him closer. 


As if he read my mind he releases his grip and pulls my other leg around him, gripping my buttocks with his 
long fingered hands and pulling me into him. | let my hands fall to his shoulders, the rubber gloves squeaking 
against his skin as | dig my fingers into his back. His head falls back now, a thin layer of sweat covering his 
skin and only adding to his appeal. 


His name escapes my lips in an insane mantra like series of moans as my climax builds. Then my name, in a 


short, sharp cry, comes from him as his hips still and he releases inside of me, pushing me over the edge. 


We slide down the wall together as his knees give way and he crumbles to the floor, pulling me down with him 


with my legs still around his waist. 


| can't imagine how ridiculous we must look, slumped against the wall, half naked and me still with my rubber 


gloves on, but it doesn't matter - there's no one here to see us. 

To my great, but hidden, disappointment Nikki clumsily pushes away from me and stands up, stumbling a little 
as he pulls his leathers back up his legs and picks up his beer. He looks down at me and I've never felt as 
filthy as | do right now. 

I'm just his slut, his whore. It's all I've ever been isn't it? I've tried to kid myself | was his friend, he did his 
fair share of convincing me too, but I'm just his three-in-one nanny, housekeeper and personal whore. | mean, 
at least he knows | haven't picked anything up - no one else gets my services after all, 


There's safe sex for you. 


| risk a look up at him and I'm taken aback by what | see: remorse. He looks sorry, guilty even. His beer is 


suspended half way to his lips and his eyes are fixed on me and full of sorrow. 

The nearly empty beer bottle falls to the floor and he takes a step forward. 

| curl my legs up in front of me, wrapping my arms around my knees and ripping my gloves from my hands. 
"tim." 

He can't say it. I'm not surprised; sorry has never been an easy word for him to say, especially not to me. 


But then he does something so unlike him, he falls back to his knees and crawls, crawls across to me and stops 


to look me in the eyes. 
"lm sorry.” 


And its those words that really do me in. He's told me he loved me untold times before, but this is a new one. 
l'm not surprised that | start to cry when he says it because its not just that he's sorry for taking me up 
against the wall like some cheap slut, it's that he's sorry for everything he's ever done that he knows he 
should be sorry for. 


So | forgive him and | open up my arms to let him in. It's what he needs now yet another marriage has 
crumbled around his ears and it's what I've always been able to give him - open arms, no questions asked. 


And, knowing that, he nestles up next to me and wraps his arm around my waist; pulling me close. 


Maybe he hasn't changed that much. 


